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THE FAIREST DEATH 


O hearts of noble fire, 

That seek of heaven on high, 

To quench your hot desire, 

A hero's death to die, 
Brothers, the noblest death 
Is not what glittereth 
With glory's flaming breath, 

In the mid-battle's heat, 
When, to the clarions' sound 
And clash of swords around, 
The cannon shakes the ground. 
Beneath our trampling feet. 

No, death is more august, 
Holier, when, on account 
Of some just cause, one must 
The blood-stained scaffold mount. 



For courage, firstly, there, 

Is stoic, pure and fair; 

No rage of carnage e'er 
Mars its serenity; 

And blood, shed on this wise, 
For ages yet to rise. 

Doth bathe and fertilize 
The Future's growing tree. 

Yet, a third death for me 
Doth, in its calm and grace, 
The fierce sublimity 
Of the other two outpace; 
The death, without affrays, 
That from the worldly ways, 
Off-bears us, full of days, 
Mid friends, whose voices true, 
Low murmuring in our ear 
Words of immortal cheer, 

In yon Eternal Sphere 
Assign us rendezvous. 


trans. John Payne 



Fanaticism 


In his anger he adores, 

NaTve Republican, the Roman virtues: 

He dons the look and manner of a Brutus! 
Theophile Dondey. 


For I adore this name, in all the tongues divine, 

This name of dread, on chariot of storms its sign, 
This name, resplendent strength and immortality, 
Who forces kings to cry before their squalid hearths, 
That one day shall discover the sole cult on earth, 
This name of bronze, of Liberty!... 

Whenever, glorious, it vibrates in my ear, 

Poetic ardour rouses in me and uprears, 

The sparks of heroism flash out from my eye, 

My hand inclines to press the pommel of a blade, 

I shiver with elation, my raised brow arrayed 
In aureole of joyous pride! 



Blessed Liberty, if my Lutetia were once more 
To see her camps replace the ringing shield for 
The Tables of the Law and the Forum occupy, 

If they revived once more the days of despotism, 

If France were to expire, go, my patriotism 
Do not be doleful in your cry. 

In vain it was that Caesar's throne of sacrilege 
Glowed, guarded by the dual procession of the pledge 
Of shameless senate, a Praetorian that thrived: 

Of honourable Brutus I re-read the crime... 

I'd have no pity of the conqueror sublime: 

— Caesar soon would have survived. 

1828 


trans. Olchar E. Lindsann 



Fanatisme 


a la rage il adore, 

Republicain naYf, les romaines vertus : 

II se donne les airs et le ton d'un Brutus ! 
Theophile Dondey. 


Que je I'aime ce nom, saint dans tous les langages, 
Ce nom terrible, ecrit sur le char des orages, 

Ce nom, beau de puissance et d'immortalite, 

Qui fait pleurer les rois dans leur alcove immonde, 
Que nous verrons un jour le seul culte du monde, 

Ce nom de bronze, Liberte! . . . 

Lorsque, tout grandiose, il vibre a mon orei lie, 

Ma fougue de poete en sursaut se reveille, 
D'heroTques eclairs jail I issent de mon oeil, 

Ma main veut s'appuyer sur le pommeau d'un glaive 
J'ai des frissons de gloire, et mon front se releve 
Couronne d'un joyeux orgueil! 



O! sainte Liberte, si ma Lutece encore 
Voyait d'un fils des camps le bouclier sonore 
Remplacer au Forum les tables de ses lois, 

S'ils renaissaient encor les jours du despotisme 
Si la France expirait, va, mon patriotisme 
Ne serait point morne a la voix. 

Vainement de Cesar le trone sacrilege 
Resplendirait, garde par le double cortege 
D'un senat avili, d'un pretoire invaincu: 

Du vertueux Brutus je relirais le crime... 

Je n'aurais point pitie du conquerant sublime: 
— Bientot Cesar aurait vecu. 


1828 



Philo thee O'Neddy (aka Theophile 
Dondey) co-founded in 1830 the seminal 
Avant-Garde collective, the Jeunea-F ranee 
(aka the Bouzingo or Petit-Cenacle) . Deeply 
involved with radical politics and culture, 
O' Neddy promoted the replacement of 
Religion and Political parties with a Cult of 
Art in order to re-shape social consciousness. 
His 1833 collection Feu et Flame was 
considered an early masterpiece of avant- 
garde verse. Embittered by the resurgence of 
the Right in the mid- 1830s, he discontinued 
working under his pseudonym, stating that 
'O'Neddy 1 would appear again only “when 
there are no more Bourgeoisie." 


Cover border image by Celestin Nanteuil, 
from 1833 1 st Edition of Feu etFlamme. 
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